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restrained him,  knocking on  the  table with his coppet
mug.                                                                                 J(
" Kharlampy, don't be a fool! " he shouted.
Yermakov  obediently  thrust  his  sword  back into its
scabbard, and thirstily seized a glass of vodka.
" With such comrades death has no terrors ! " Armlet
Alexei said, sitting down at Gregorys side. " Gregor
Pantalievich, you're the pride of our hearts ! You're the
only man in all the world we swear by ! Shall we have
another drink together ? "
Only when dawn was at hand did Gregor begin to feel
that he was getting drunk. As though they were a long
way off, he heard the other men speaking. He heavily
opened his bloodshot eyes and, with an intense exercise of
will-power, kept his senses.
" The gold epaulettes are ruling us again ' They've got
the government into their hands/' Yermakov roared^,
embracing Gregor.                                                               ^
" What epaulettes ? " Gregor asked, pushing his hands
away.
" In Vieshenska. D'you mean to say you haven't heard ?
A Caucasian prince is in control there ! A colonel. I'll kill
him ! Melekhov ! I lay my life at your feet: don't desert
us ! The cossacks are murmuring. Lead us to Vieshenska
and we'll kill them all and burn the place down. We'll kill
Kudynov, the colonel, everybody ! We've got enough men
to settle with them. Let's fight both the Reds and the
Cadets. That's what I want 1 "
" We'll kill the colonel. He stayed behind on purpose \
Kharlampy, we must bow our knees to the Soviet govern*
ment. We are in the wrong." Gregor suddenly recovered
his senses for a minute or two, and smiled wryly: " I'm
only joking. Drink up, Yermakov."
" What are you joking about, Melekhov ?  Don't joke,
this is a serious matter," Miedviediev said sternly.   " We
kvant to overthrow our government.  We'll send them aT
3acking and put you in their place.  I've talked with th
Cossacks, and they've agreed.  We'll tell Kudynov and hi
:>and :   ' Clear out L We don't like you ! '  If they go, wel
ind good.  But if not, we'll send a regiment to Vieshenska
tnd sweep them away, damn them ! "
" No more of that talk ! " Gregor roared furiously.